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squares and mown down with machine-guns by cynical
S.S. executioners.
That woman over there, in an evening dress of latest
Parisian design, is drinking champagne like water. For
days she has not eaten, and her dead eyes and hollow cheeks
are the outward signs of the crazy search for husband
and children which has kept her alive for weeks now.
Her home is in ruins. The evening gown is the only
garment which she can call her own. If she had only the
courage to die. ...
Now she is here and joins fifty or sixty others, all suffering
unspeakable mental anguish, but drinking, dancing and
singing. To-morrow, perhaps, they will all be crazy or
dead. Or they will be walking along the ruined streets, or
waiting at Gestapo headquarters to ask about husbands,
brothers, fathers. Their questions will never be answered.
The inevitable Nazi journalist arrives on the scene.
He surveys the picture and cruel satisfaction is reflected
from his searching eyes. What a spectacle! What a
story! He hurries to his headquarters and writes his
dispatch:
"The German administration has left the light-hearted
Poles with one escape from reality: night life in Warsaw.
Streets are being cleared at eight o'clock, establishments
and restaurants are closed. But, however fantastic it may
sound, the jeunesse doree of Warsaw has rebuilt its life of
pleasure in the dark winter afternoons. They are Poles
among themselves.
"There are in Warsaw a number of very smart night
places with high prices for drinks and coffee. Every table
is taken. If you come from outside, with the picture of the
crippled building still in your mind, you cannot believe
your eyes and ears when you are suddenly surrounded by
aii atmosphere of dance music and lively conversation.